RUDYARD   KIPLING

full admiration to Rudyard Kipling, without waiting to
consider whether he and I would have governed India
in exactly the same way if the task had been entrusted
to our hands. During my pleasant intercourse with
Kipling it was my good fortune to know his late brother-
in-law, Wolcott Balestier, and Miss Balestier, who is
now Mrs. Rudyard Kipling. Balestier was a young
man of singular and varied intellectual gifts, with a
sweet and lovable nature and a mind full of interest in
all questions of literature and art. I felt certain he had
a distinguished career opening on him, but the career
was cut short by an untimely death. Kipling and he
seemed to be bound together by a thoroughly fraternal
affection, and I am sure that the heart of the great and
still rising author must have been cruelly pained by
the calamity which lost him such a friend. Often
when reading the telegrams which told us in England,
almost from hour to hour, how heroically Mrs. Kipling
bore up while her husband lay to all appearance at the
point of death, and how she bore up bravely still, and
tried to seem cheerful when the turning-point had just
been barely reached, and she had to put on an appear-
ance of cheerfulness in order, for his sake, to keep from
him the tidings of the new grief that had fallen on
them, my mind went back to those old days when we
used to meet the brother and the sister and the friend
in London, and when all the future seemed bright
before them. I have not seen Rudyard Kipling since
those days. He took up his residence at a town in
Vermont with which I am well acquainted, and where
I spent many pleasant days, and since his stay in
America it was not my good fortune to meet him. But
I am not likely to forget any of the hours which my son
and daughter and I passed in his company during that
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